THE   GESTAPO   ON   MY  HEELS

order. It was even stamped with the special visa with-
out which Germans were no longer allowed to go
abroad.

The two policemen kept me covered with their re-
volvers. They examined my passport carefully and
seemed discountenanced.

One of them started searching my drawers while the
other went through my entire wardrobe. He confis-
cated my revolver, shouting in German that such
weapons were forbidden.

Swearing and cursing, they handed me back my
passport and left, slamming the door behind them.

My landlady immediately entered the room.

'There were two other policemen outside/ she said
in her precarious German. "They were all very angry,
but they have gone away.3

About midday I called on M. Benda, chief of the
police political department, to complain about my
discourteous treatment.

'Why send four armed policemen in a car?5 I asked
him. 'You know me.'

M. Benda looked at me in astonishment.

'You must have made a mistake,' he said. *We have

no car.5

During the afternoon he telephoned me.

Tlease come immediately,' he said, 'and bring
your landlady with you. We want a statement from
her. No police order about you was issued from
here/

My landlady was exceedingly eloquent. Once
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